124                      TIMS     RUNS     OUT
the chef has to use grease, you give the waiter grease-
tickets to turn in to the kitchen.
The food situation, as a matter of fact, should and
would be quite good and certainly far better than it is if the
matter were properly organized, which it definitely is not.
Another echo of fact reverberating back from the wall of
reality to mock the Nazis' loud shouts as organizers. Under
the clumsy hand of the fantastically top-heavy bureaucracy,
the food-ticket scheme and the rationing system have been
overhauled twice, and they are still the most cumbersome
of any place in Europe.
Berlin has ample hot water, a scarce commodity in other
parts of the continent, but there is practically no soap. The
little square of rough material, looking so incongruous
beside the gigantic tubs at the Adlon Hotel, where I
stayed, is hard to replace. " I can get you another piece
to-morrow," the maid says, cc but I think it will be late in
the day."
There are only two maids and one waiter to the entire
floor. Yet this large hotel is jammed. You simply ring the
bell, and nothing happens. You do as much as you can
for yourself and let it go at that.
The one thing they did manage to communicate was bad
news, for Saturday night there was a flimsy brown card
on my dresser. It was eight and a quarter inches wide
and six inches high, and strangely enough it was printed
both in German and in English. Its get up is a little tip-off
in black and brown on whether or not these Nazis have all
the hair-trigger efficiency and deft skill they purr about so
much :
To-morrow, Sunday, being the Single course Lunch of the
month (for charity), Breakfast will be served only up to 10 o'clock
midday.
I asked the German Air Force officials why I saw no
air-raid wardens in Berlin. They described the matter of
civilian defence as handled largely without citizen par-
ticipation. ^The public has very little to do with it. Black-
out regulations and other rules, which are endless, are en-
forced by the regular police and by the firemen.
I saw these firemen don their asbestos suits in a raid.
They looked like men from Mars.